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and crawled into a haystack. With revolver drawn I
settled down to await developments.

"I did not have more than a few minutes to wait
Men were coming, speaking in hushed voices. I dis-
cerned the figure of my host among them. They
stopped as if holding counsel. Then, at a given signal
they started at a wild run toward the hut.

"Brandishing axes, knives, scythes, they were shout-
ing: 'Kill him!' 'Gouge his eyes out.' 'Cut his throat.'
'Bring out the dirty little commissar into the open.'
'Bring him out!'

"They did not find me in the house and apparently
realized that it was they who were trapped, for they
began slinking away in all directions, speechless. I lay
in the haystack awake and watchful until day broke.
Then I quickly untied my horse, jumped into the sad-
dle and galloped the half dozen versts to our head-
quarters. Before noon a patrol of G. P. U. troops had
arrested the village deputy and three other peasants
whom I recognized as having been in the murder mob
the night before."

MUCH has been written about the lighter sides of Rus-
sia's young generation: about its elastic morals, its
casual marriages, its easy divorces. These are passing
phases and a new and more sombre side has come to
the fore. Beginning with the grade schools, children
in the Soviet Union are today taught to take their citi-